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me on the benches, for I was aghast at what I saw.   I said,
"Good God! Look at that! "
The grey sea seemed to stand above us like a wall balanc-
ing upon its top great blocks of glass, some white and some
green. And when it all seemed about to crash down upon
us to our utter annihilation suddenly, with a convulsive rush,
all the tumult of the sea was beneath us. There below were
the beach, the rocks, the whirling dervish-dancing lumps of
ice and all the spouting fury of the sea. And then in the next
instant there was a giddy plunge downwards and all was
hidden again behind moving, hissing walls of grey.
Walker was in the engine-room hatchway, looking out
tight-lipped at this frightful shattering uproar.
" I'm going to beach her," he said,
" Beach her? What does that mean? "
" It means I'm going to open the throttle and run her full
tilt on to the beach. It's our only hope. She won't ride
this out much longer. She'll snap her anchor chain or drag
and then we'll go where the sea puts us. On to those rocks
probably. It's our only hope."
Yet this dreadful crisis, like most anticipated crises, never
arose. The sea abated sufficiently for us to leave our inshore
anchorage and stand once more out to sea where we were
out of danger from the pounding surf and the rocks like
teeth that waited for us. It was almost as though some voice
said " Peace, be still.3' But since this is the twentieth cen-
tury perhaps it was only that the tide turned. Is that an
ungrateful thing to say? If the tide had not turned then but
half an hour later this chapter would end here.
Once more we wallowed in the open sea, a minute cavort-
ing particle, above twenty fathoms in a mountainous ocean
swell. The shore was a dark loom now faintly marked fay a
white line through the mist. The distant roar of the surf on
shingle came to us from it.
And here, above twenty fathoms, again and for the last
time life went out of the crouching beast.